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^ DEAR LORD... 'I 
IT'S HOT, EVEN AT 
L. THIS HOUR. A 

Y pretty, ^ 

8 THOUGH. I WASN'T 
1 EXPECTINS THE 
MOUNTAINS, ^ 


^ I CAN'T WAIT ^ 
'TO SEE THE FLAMINSO. 
l THEY SAy IT'S FIRST 
^ RATE. ^ 
















“THANK YOU, MARGO. WHATEVER 
THESE THUGS TELL YOU, PARK 
UP FRONT HERE, ANP BE READY 
TO MOVE IN AN INSTANT. 


“I SUSPECT YOU'LL HAVE NO 
TROUBLE KNOWING WHEN." 


f IN THE UNDERWORLD ^ 

' PROVIDE LITTLE MORE W 
THAN WHISPERS, BUT THEY UU 
i SPEAK TO AN ANCIENT 
L AND VILE FORCE AT 
W ORK HERE. 

IT MAY BE NOTHING, * 
( BUT THE SHADOW WILL 
KNOW FOR CERTAIN BEFORE 
WE HEAD FOR HOME. ^ 


r WILLIAM T 

VANNING. 

I BELIEVE I'M 
L EXPECTED. A 


r YES, sir. of “ 

COURSE. JUST ONE 
THING...YOUR CASE. 
WE'LL NEED TO HOLD. 
^ THAT HERE, 


PRIVATE 

PARTY. 


PREDILECTIONS FOR ^ 
WHICH THE CONTENTS OF 
THIS CASE ARE ABSOLUTELY 
ESSENTIAL. ^ 


TW^riTY-^V^n MOOR) LAKR. 


1 ^ 

rj 







/ DO YOU 

KNOW WHAT r 

YOU'RE LOOKING J J 

b mnm ^ T^' ^ 


-J 

// M 


PWl 

/ / 

MY SOURCES^^^Bl^^^MS5*9^ 



























^ GREETINGS^ 
r MISTER VANNING. SO 
©LAP you COULP JOIN us. 

MY NAME IS TAYLOR. cHT/ 
WHATEVER YOU PESIRE m/ A 
k WILL BE MY PLEASURE ^ 

L . T O PROVIPE. (f«j 

YOU'LL FINPTHE^ 
M HISH-LIMIT TABLES TO ' 
M your right, in THE ROOMS 
TO YOUR LEFT, YOU'LL FINP 
““V SOME OF OUR MORE... 

OFFERINGS. ^ 


THANK YOU. I WAS 


r TOLP THE PROPRIETOR T' MAPAME XIAN.^^ 
, IS A CAPTIVATING YOUNG/ YES. I'M SURE SHE'P 1 
L WOMAN. CHINESE, j BE HAPPY TO MEET 
^ I BELIEVE? ^A. YOU. I'M AFRAIP SHE'S 

I— JM \ INPISPOSEP AT THE , 

\l _ J \ MOMENT. A. 


NOW. 


"...TV LIKE TO LOOK AROUND 
ON MY OWN, IF YOU DON'T MIND: 


'&OOV EVENING^' 
WOULP YOU LIKE 
^ TO STEP IN.„> 











































f I'LL HAVE A LITTLE/ IF 1 
you DON'T MIND. I'M SO 
, SLAP you CHOSE TO 
V SPEND SOME TIME WITH j 
ME. WE CAN— \A 


^ no! 

THANK you. 


r OF COURSE. SHE WILL NOT 1 
HEAR/ BUT LATER, WHEN THE 
POLICE COME TO yOUR CHILDHOOD 
k HOME, SHE WILL KNOW... i 
EVERYTHING. 
you MUST GO 

W TO HER. you MUST LEAVE ^ 
■ LAS VESAS TONieHT.../4^725e I 
V yOU TELL ME WHERE TO M 
FIND MADAME XIA 


^ My dear!!T^^H 

■ you WILL PIE HERE. ■ 
IN VESAS. 

IN THE ALLEY 
BEHIND THE EL CORTEZ,' 
. NEXT JANUARy. IT WILL , 
BE COLP. ^ 


r PLEASE. PLEASE" ^ 
ASAIN AND /4<S4/V yOU WILL 
CALL FOR HER. yOUR 
.MOTHER. OF COURSE, SHE , 
^ WILL NOT HEAR. 

SITTINS AT HER 'l 
KITCHEN TABLE IN... 
\J?ES MOINES? 


V-kW ^ / \ 

' N GfiZMr 


jwBasSri 


jk W | 

■ w 

vSHK i 

Bj/3 


1 J 


































^ WHO ^ 
THE HELL 
JS THAT?. 


1 ^ f r l| mS§^HK|28 

1 'WlnnEm/ vm JUI 

IkPhi 
































r MISTER SIEGEL WOULP ASK 

THAT yOU FORGIVE THE WAIT. 
THE FLAMINGO TAKES MUCH . 
OF HIS TIME. ^ 


r NICE BOURBON. 
HOW 'BOUT A 
'v' SUG— 


r I PON'T MINP, ^ 
r HONEy...LONG AS 1 
you AN' ME GET TO 
ENJOy A LITTLE , 
k MORE PRIVATE i 
fcw TIME. ^ 


Y l am SORRy TO ^ 
r INFORM you, MISTER ~ 
LAZZANO, THAT yOUR 
APPOINTMENT WITH MISTER 
I SIEGEL HAS BEEN , 
PERMANENTLy... S\ 


wHAT THE 

L hell?. 























































HULLP-- 
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^ SIT TISHT. THOSEN 
SHOTS WERE SETTINS 
LOUDER- WHOEVER IT 
w IS, THEVRE... 



yjy^u(T\w i 

r . o ^ i 


dQ'SS 




^ ^ 1 

■ I?/ / / / lJ^IIa{\Iit^LIm 

/j/W^COMIN^\| /J 1 


/ (/ yC_&UKK^J jt 1 

wEwtLMMfnil 















h^ar m ^A^Rn mm of framcf. 1915. 
tfk FinAL mnm of m srfat war. 
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'MONSIEUR’ 
ALLARD, 
VOUS §TES 
v BLESS#?_^ 










you... 

YOU'RE ALIVE. 


.BASTARD! 


r WE HEARP ABOUT Y 
YOUR PLANE HOURS AGO. * 
, WE ALL THOUGHT... 1 
^ /THO UGHT... 

ill llili iir ALL THIS ^ 
■■■ TIME/ you LET 
- A ME THINK YOU 


^ I WASN'T ^ 
SURE YOU WOULD 
CARE, AFTER THE 
V OTHER NIGHT. " 


x y you REALLY 
r THINK IT'S THAT 1 
SIMPLE, DON'T YOU? 
THAT I COULD LOVE 
YOU ONE MORNING, 
AND FEEL NOTHING 
, BY NIGHTFALL, JUST 
V BECAUSE you / 
^ WISH IT SO. 


































W LIEN...I WAS 
r WRONG TO LET THIS ' 
HAPPEN. I KNEW THE WAR 
, WOULD END ONE DAY... 

L AND I WOULD GO. A 


^ WHAT DID YOU 
SEE AS OUR ENDGAME? 1 
A QUIET COTTAGE IN THE I 
COUNTRY? A BABY AT EACH I 
^ OF YOUR BREASTS? ^ 

W^ME TENDING 
■ TO THE GOATS If 

■Land she ep? ■ ' 

Bfe l CLEVER. N 
—Bg7//ll STRATEGIC, AS 
Is ALWAYS. > 


^ WERE YOU^ 
EVER REALLY 
HAPPY WITH 
^ ME? u 


t I've BEEN WEAK. 
SELP-CENTERED. IF I 
COULD UNDO ALL 
THIS I- ^ 


r YOU 
KNOW l 
l/ WAS. 


NO. 

-7 EVEN 

/ EVEN THOUGH YOU > 
HAVE MADE IT IMPOSSIBLE 
FOR ME TO FEEL THIS 
k AGAIN, I WOULD NOT > 
^ tai^p it BACK. 


Y 1 


> _ Jfi 

WnI 

1 

l I “...AND I WOULD HAVE H 
1 | IT NO OTHER WAY." 

\ : M 


i \Sif 























r I COULD ^ 
NEVER FORGET 
YOUR EYES... 
tv_ <g/vr. ^ 


" it /s you, ^ 
ISN'T IT? YOUR FACE 
IS OLDER. HARPER, 
[f. BUT THE EYES. A 


L»il. *=>■ 

| j 


Ld? 





































/YOU WON'T! 
SAy My NAME? 
IT’S UBN, JUST 
, AS IT WAS IN , 
V. FRANCE.J 


you WISH. 

*ou LeFn^ 

W I PIP, TOO. 

| X WENT WHERE SO 
■ MANY OF US WENT 
A AFTER THE WAR... 
TO PARIS, jj 

















"I WORKEP NIGHTCLUBS FOR THE 
FIRST SIX MONTHS. WITH MY HEART 
HOLLOW, I SOUGHT COMFORT IN THE 
PESIRE O F WEAK, FOOLISH MEN. 


“I PASSEP SOME TWENTY YEARS 
LIKE THAT. PRUNK. BUNP TO WHAT 
WAS HAPPENING, SLOWLY BUT 
WITH CERTAINTY. 


"ONE PAY I FOUNP 
THAT I PIPN'T NEEP 
TO WORK. MY APMtRERS 
WOULP PROVIPE 
ANYTHING I NEEPEP: 
FURS, CHAMPAGNE... 


"I WAS GROWING OLP. 

THE MEN WHOSE LUST I 
HAP USEP IN THE PLACE OF 
LOVE BEGAN TO LOSE INTEREST. 
IT WAS...INTOLERABLE. 


"WHEN VISITING MY PARENTS 
HOMELANP ASA GIRL, I HAP HEARP OF 
MYSTICS. A SECT OF ANCIENT WOMEN 
WHO STAYEP YOUNG ETERNALLY. 



~f//l 

// 

fi Ugl 


I "THE tSLANPS OFF THE CHINESE COAST WERE U 
1 PANGEROUS IN THE THIRTIES, BUT NOTHING 1 
1 ELSE MATTEREP TO ME. I HAP TO KNOW IF 1 
1 THERE WAS A WAY TO FILL THE VOIP IN ME 1 
1 _ AGAIN...TO BE YOUNG. _ 1 




1 "AFTER TWO YEARS OF SEARCHING, I 
1 I FOUNP IT. BLOOP, TAKEN FROM A 1 
1 WICKEP MAN UNPER A NEW MOON CAN 1 
1 BE TURNEP INTO A POTION. 

















"I WAS YOUNG 
AGAIN. BEAUTIFUL. 


"I MAPS A PEAL WITH BUGSY SIEGEL. 

I OPERATE HIS EXCLUSIVE GAMBLING PEN 
ANP PISPATCH ONE OF HIS UNPERWORLP 
RIVALS FROM TIME TO TIME... 


"...WHILE HE SUPPORTS ME IN THE 
STYLE I'VE GROWN ACCUSTOMEP TO ANP 
PROVIPES THE W/CKEP MEN I NEEP..." 


r ...TO 
STAy LIKE 
l THIS. 


W WHO CARES IF ’'I 
ANOTHER BAP MAN JUST... 
PISAPPEARS EVERy NOW 
^ AND THEN. YOU? ^ 


W^\T CAN WORK^B 
| FOR YOU, TOO, m 
My LOVE. JH 
/"WE CAN BE^ 
' AS WE WERE. OUR 
HEARTS CAN BE 
FULL ASAIN, ANP 
.THIS TIME...IT NEEP 
L. NEVER ENP. 




















^ LIAR! you 
LOVED ME. I CAN 
^PROVE IT... 

EW.-.with m y f 


^ I DON'T KNOVV^® 
r WHAT yOU'VE BEEN 1 
THEOUSH...WHAT yOU'VE 1 
BECOME, BUT you LOVED 
l ME, KENT, you CAN J 
L. LOVE ME AGAIN- A 


1PP® 

f w’l 

fl\\ \ 

w 




■r 

Sr 

Ji 

: ■' , ji 

jy 




... 1 

\T HOW COULD ’ 



f I BE 50 FOOLISH? I J 

I HOW COULD I HAVE I V§^V 

mFELT SO MUCH-^^^H \VTfer> 



y|l 



M -7^ ...FOR 

m i|| ||lP 


1 


h/\f SUCH A WICKED VI 
pT \V^ MAN? 



V ufc 























* yes. ~ 

MUSTN'T WE 
. ALL? . 


/r 






. 

- . Y^~ PLEASE... 

. 1 

, wS, _ 

< - -. " ■B^^Iuke THIS. J^B 



ir/^ tell me- 

B HURK—TELL ME I 1 

*M3pv2jSp Pv WA5N ' T WRONa ' ^Kp 


1^. jtff" KENT. .. 'tL 

fc£ JfcT. 

V l\7 .iBr^ f TELL ME 

^4 f stffl l YOU...ALWAYS tl 

K^K l^T = 7zZL^ 1 nvpn Mp 

e*>^^ 

j/ ' mn*\ 

ECfylsf *$* 

Ig^Jlt &jw e 

v l 

^ *;J|H 

h^w m • \ **\ «j 

HP/TlSf" 1 ;\1 

i^ x ^t ■ 

f.A 1 jfc • L-^*l 


E/i i 14 f 

’Mgmm M \ 



■a y*rg?j 





'M ja 



if ' V 

Kgs x >jR ; 

"TJj 




^ j 

n^S: ™i ' 

Si ^ 

I f W 1 jffmk 


\ lErSa 















FORTY milTV LATFR. ThF FLAMINGO. 


LAPIES ANP GENTLEMEN- 
>UR NIGHT'S ENTERTAINMENT., 


IF THE REST OF yOU LEAVE 
IMMEPIATELy ANP PEACEFULLY 1 
NEEP NOT FACE THE WRATH.. 






















6AHH! 





















m A '-/ { 







riT'S NEARLY^ 
PAWN, AND yOUR 
BED HASN'T BEEN 
K TOUCHED. -< 


7 THE COMMOTION ' 
EARLIER, BUT THERE'S 
SOMETHING MORE. 

. WHAT HAPPENED ) 
^ TONIGHT? y 


r you know 'T 

HOW THIS WILL END, 
DON'T yOU? X MEAN, 
YOU AND I. ^4 


“ you MIGHT NOT 
/MAKE THE SAME DECISION, 
AND I WOULD REGRET 
that vERy muchT^I 


^KNOWING WHAT ^ 
I KNOW, I CHOOSE 
V. TO STAy. ^ 


ryou'D better^T^^MI 
GET SOME SLEEP. yHHL LI 
IT'S A LONG FLIGHT^m^^^H 
^ H OME, s' yes, but ™ 
mu WE HAVE ANOTHER 
UBIi STOP TO MAKE ON 
THE WAV. ^ 



lg^J| 


■*] 

j 


jp 

H 

mk ■ " 

7 


^''Twas forced""^ 
1 I to SAy GOODByE TO 


l SOMEONE I KNEW A 
V LIFETIME AGO. J 


1 Tl SEE. WAS SHE^FTTup -T//7? 

_i_ l R esa uriPlJi 9 M IN the end? 


o. ^ 

iBJSf 

Psli 

/ Ok & Jws 

Itul 

^ Will 
k % 

. /y a 

& 7 ): f k; 4& 

|Hro>(uf i 


I |JT V \NM 






























W YEAH/ THE ^ 
r CRAZy BITCH WAS 1 
HANPy, BUT THERE'S 
PLENTy OF wAys 
TO SET RIPPA THE 
. REST OF OUR... . 

PROBLEMS.^ 


IF PEOPLE 

~ HEAR OUR PLACE IS ' 
A GOPPAMN SHOOTING 
. GALLERy, WE'RE , 
FIMSHEP. 
you got^*^ 

V TWO JOBS RIGHT 1 
I NOW, MEyER... GET 
I THE PLACE OPEN AGAIN, 
L ANP FINP OUT WHO J 
HIT U<5. ^ 


W BELIEVE MB, N 
I I'M GONNA HIT THE 
I SONOFABITCH BACK, 
ANP ^AEP.^J 

|r the BOPtES 
'THE HELL PO I CARE? 

VEGAS RUN OUT OF 
i PESERT TO PLANT 

'EM IN? ^ 










































SURPRISE, N 
SURPRISE. SOMEONE 
FINALLY DECIDED 

ol' bugsy was a 

^ LIABILITY. -A 


Y WELL, AIN'T THIS JUST A ^ 
SHAME? WHATTAT SAY, ED... 
DO WE GATHER UP THE USUAL 
v GUN THUGS? CHECK SOME , 
ALIBIS? ^ 


f SURE, SURE. MIGHT AS WELL, \ 

BUT MY MONEY'S ON OUT OF TOWN 
MUSCLE. JUST WHAT WE NEEDED, 

V HUH? ANOTHER UNSOLVED A 
i|w _MURDER.^- 


"BENJAMIN SIEGEL... 
YOU CANNOT HIPS FROM 
YOUR DEEDS." 



^i^mty mnv LATCR. 

fe 7 ^ 
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A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW ANNUAL 2013 
FROM ANDE PARK’S SCRIPT TO BILQUIS EVLEY’S LINE ART TO 
DANIELA MIWA’S COLORS 


Inside the mansion's master bedroom. Actually, the master suite is comprised of a few rooms: a living room area just 
inside the door, and a separate bedroom/bath. We are in the living room now. Dark paneling lines the room, which is 
decorated in an Asian motif. There is at least one comfortable chair with end table or tables, a settee, a bar, and a lamp or 
two. Again, everything should have an Asian flair. The floor is hardwood, with a rug placed in the middle of the room. 
Double doors lead out to the hallway. Other double doors (open) lead to the sleeping area. There is another door that 
leads to a closet. This door should be closed now. 

In the room are Vince Lazzano and Madame Xian. 

Lazzano is Italian/American. He is in his forties. He dresses well, but he is not a good-looking man. He likely sports a 
thin mustache. Lazzano sits in a chair. There is an end table next to him. Lazzano holds a highball glass, out of which he 
is drinking bourbon. Lazzano looks quite satisfied. 

Madame Xian is a stunning Chinese woman who appears to be in her mid twenties. Her long hair flows down her back. 
She wears a tight silk dress. Xian stands near the bar, looking at Lazzano with a pleasing smile. One of her hands is 
behind her back. She is hiding a large knife from Lazzano. 

LAZZANO 

Nice place. Nice booze, and the broads ain't bad, either. 

LAZZANO 

Bugsy an' me have had our disputes. Everyone knows that, but I gotta say... 

6.2 

Tight on Lazzano. He has just taken a sip of bourbon. He smiles, pleased. The glass of bourbon is empty now. 

L AZZ ANO 
... this is all right. 

6.3 

Xian approaches Lazzano. She still has the hand/knife behind her back. 

XIAN 

Mister Siegel would ask that you forgive the wait. The Flamingo takes much of his time. 

LAZZANO 
Sure, sure. 

LAZZANO 

I don't mind, honey... long as you an' me get to enjoy a little more private time. 

6.4 

Lazzano's arm freezes as he extends it toward Xian. A puzzled expression covers Lazzano's face. 

LAZZANO 

Nice bourbon. How 'bout a refill, sug— 

SOUND EFFECT (possible, if the glass is hitting the floor here) 

KR-TANNG 

6.5 

Tight on Lazzano as he realizes he can no longer move his body. His arm is frozen in place. He looks puzzled, and now... 
a little frightened. 

LAZZANO 
Can't feel-- 

LAZZANO 
What the hell? 

6.6 

Xian steps closer to Lazzano, who is now frozen in his chair. Xian pulls the knife from behind her back. It is a large, cer¬ 
emonial, Chinese weapon. It could looks something like this: 
http://www.ebay.com/itm/261202286344?_trksid=p2048036 

XIAN 

I am sorry to inform you, Mister Lazzano, that your appointment with Mister Siegel has been permanently... 


XIAN 

... cancelled. 

































































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW ANNUAL 2013 
FROM ANDE PARK’S SCRIPT TO BILQUIS EVLEY’S LINE ART TO 
DANIELA MIWA’S COLORS 


7.1 

Big panel. The Shadow explodes through the double doors and into the bedroom. As dramatic as possible. 
We don't need to see the details of how the door has been kicked or shot in. He's The Freaking Shadow. He 
just... appears, and darkness follows after him. The Shadow looks vengeful and angry, as usual when he con¬ 
fronts killers. His guns are drawn. 

If we can see Xian and Lazzano, Xian turns in shock. Lazzano is paralyzed, but his eyeballs move toward 
The Shadow. This night just seems to get worse and worse for Lazzano. Xian still holds the knife. 

THE SHADOW 

Drop the knife, fiend, or your justice will be swift... 

THE SHADOW 
... and final. 


7.2 

Tight on Lazzano. His eyes bug out. He's terrified now, but totally paralyzed and helpless. 

LAZZANO 

Hullp— 

LAZZANO 
Yugottta hullp mehh. 

7.3 

The Shadow stands near the table and the bottle of bourbon from which Lien poured Lazzano's drink. While 
still holding one gun on Xian, The Shadow holsters his other weapon. In the foreground we see Lazzano 
(and possibly Xian). Lazzano still stares ahead, unable to move but clearly scared to death. 

LAZZANO 

Hulllp... 

7.4 

Tight on The Shadow as he lifts the bottle of bourbon to his nose and smells its contents. We may be able to 
see that The Shadow still holds a gun aimed at Lien. 

THE SHADOW 

A paralyzing toxin from the Orient. Powerful. Odorless... to most. 

THE SHADOW 

You are no average assassin. 


▲ 



















A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW ANNUAL 2013 
FROM ANDE PARK’S SCRIPT TO BILQUIS EVLEY’S LINE ART TO 
DANIELA MIWA’S COLORS 


8.1 

Having put the bottle of bourbon back on the table, The Shadow moves toward Xian. The Shadow still holds 
one gun firmly trained on Xian. The Shadow hasn't fully turned his attention to Xian until now. He hasn't 
looked into her eyes. He's about to. 

Xian still holds the knife, but her posture is no longer aggressive. She looks at The Shadow seductively, 
ready to employ the most potent weapons in her arsenal. Xian is not frightened. Lazzano may be visible in 
the shot- still completely frozen and terrified. 

THE SHADOW 

I will say this but one more time: If you wish to survive the next ten seconds, drop the weapon. 

8.2 

Same or similar, but Xian drops the knife as she moves toward The Shadow. Her posture is seductive. 

XIAN 

Of course. Please... 

8.3 

Close-up of Xian's eyes, from The Shadow's point of view. Xian's eyes are big, young and deeply beautiful. 
Her expression continues to be seductive. Now, though, there is something different. Even as The Shadow 
realizes he has seen these eyes before, the same realization hits Xian. She knows the eyes she stares into 
now... the eyes of The Shadow. The eyes of Kent Allard. 

XIAN 

... don't hurt me. Let me— 

XIAN 

By the Gods... it is you. 

8.4 

Extreme close-up of The Shadow's eyes as he realizes he recognizes Xian, and that her appearance is impos¬ 
sible. She looking like this decades ago. Just like this. Impossible. A rare flash of disbelief and confusion 
shows in The Shadow's eyes. 

THE SHADOW 
No... impossible. 

8.5 

Big panel. The Shadow's momentary lapse in attention has allowed him to be caught off-guard. Bullets fly 
from the doorway/hallway behind him. The mansion's armed guards, provided by Bugsy Siegel, are attack¬ 
ing. We don't have to see the guards here, necessarily. We definitely see the trail of several bullets, a few of 
which fly harmlessly through The Shadow's cloaks. The Shadow's head and guns begin to turn toward the 
sources of the bullets. 

Xian wastes no time. Seeing that The Shadow is distracted, she begins to move toward the bedroom's closet. 
Lazzano still sits, frozen and terrified. As we're about to see, he's right to be scared. 

SOUND EFFECTS (gunshots from the hallway - please match the number of these to fit art) 

BLAM BLAMM BLAM 



































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT THE SHADOW ANNUAL 2013 
FROM ANDE PARK’S SCRIPT TO BILQUIS EVLEY’S LINE ART TO 
DANIELA MIWA’S COLORS 


9.1 

The Shadow turns, with both guns pulled. He fires through the double doors and into the 
men shooting from the hallway. More bullets fly toward The Shadow. Some might go 
through his cloaks, but none hit The Shadow. We cannot see Lazzano here. The Shadow 
fills the panel. 

SOUND EFFECTS (gunshots - please adjust to fit art) 

BR-DAMMM BEAM BLAMM 

9.2 

Bullets do hit Lazzano. Several of them. Lazzano's body jerks as he is shot dead, still sit¬ 
ting in the chair. 

SOUND EFFECTS (bullets hitting Lazzano) 

THUPP THUD THUP 

LAZZANO 

Hurrk— 


9.3 

From the hallway as The Shadow steps into the hall, guns blazing. He has already dis¬ 
patched one or two of Siegel's men. Another one or two fall now. The hallway is littered 
with the bodies of the dead and dying. We may see the body of the man The Shadow con¬ 
fronted in the hallway earlier. He lies unconscious, perhaps not dead. 


SOUND EFFECTS (gunshots, to fit art) 


A 










